LADY  MACBETH
so ineffable, has never perhaps been put on the stage. Is this Lady Macbeth ? Who shall decide ? That it is not the Lady Macbeth of tradition or of Mrs. Siddons we know. It is scarcely a Lady Macbeth we realize. It is, perhaps, one of which we have dreamed. Shakespeare, at least, it may be said, would have hailed it with delight as revelation, if not as interpretation. In the great murder scene, very powerfully played, this was not the woman to fill Macbeth with her own resolution. It might, however, be the woman to madden him to things beyond his customary reach. Under such promptings, and for the beneficent promise of those eyes, what might not a man do ? Here, again, we pause, and leave to the playgoer to decide. This is Miss Terry's Lady Macbeth. See, marvel at, admire, recall if you can, but see. This is what the world will do not once, but often.75
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